*    The Tartar Invasion    *

they felt death fingering at them. But suddenly a change
came over the roughs. Their eyes, hitherto fixed on the
monk, were fixed on something that went behind him.
As he came up, they flung themselves on the ground.
They seemed to be terrified; some of them writhed with
terror or screamed. The Chaplain passed through them
and on down the street. What they saw behind him
threw them into this panic. As the light of the fire-fly
flickers in and out, now clear, now gone, so flickering
at his back there appeared to be strange figures, the one
that stepped closest upon him being pierced through
and through with an arrow. Further shapes there were,
some loosing arrows that streamed away, others
marching, riding, some flying, some gnashing teeth or
pointing north. It seemed to the ruffians and to others
who saw him pass that night that the Royal Chaplain
led on through the city, as marshal of the world of
spirits, followed by Tepathin, guardian of the Tharaba
gate, by the Kanshi spirit, the Ngatinkyeshin spirit and
by a multitude of others, dedicated over centuries to
the defence of the capital, and that these defenders were
now, like the court, departing, that they were abandon-
ing great Pagan for ever. In what sense the Royal Chap-
lain would have admitted the truth of this it is difficult
to say, as it is to say whether he would have admitted
that the apparitions saved his life, for his values were
not phenomenal and what value he would have at-
tached to the ordinary conception of an escape from
death is unknown.
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